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effect of illuminated buildings was of course lost, and
that being my first night, we merely walked round
and had a hurried look at the outside of the notable
buildings. In some of these my friend seemed to
see rare beauty of design and spoke to me most
enthusiastically of them, but I unfortunately being
unable to notice anything particularly striking in
those or any other of them could not respond to
her fine enthusiasm as I should have so much liked
to. However, I saw two sights that night at the
Exposition of which I still have the most vivid
recollection. One was a piece of statuary called
" The End of the Trail/' in which a fugitive Red
Indian is seen seated astride a horse. Both having
covered impossible distances in flying from their
implacable White foes are dead beat and on the
brink of complete collapse when they come to the
end of the trail. This moment the artist has seized
to depict. The horse's head nearly touches the
ground and the rider is almost doubled up on his
seat. One more step and the rider would fall off his
seat, another and the horse would drop dead on the
spot! The beholder stands breathless by the wonder-
ful statue, expecting every moment to see the fatal
step taken! The other sight was the view of what
was known as the Fine Arts Palace. It consisted of
a central temple, after the manner of the temple of
Vesta at Rome, with a semicircular colonnade of a
double row of pillars enclosing it. The temple and
the pillars were painted in some very effective
colour-scheme and were set off by a mass of vivid
green shrubbery and appropriately-planted decora-